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AMONG THE PORTRAITS AT KENSINGTON,

FOTRE LATHRARY AND PROTORIAL,

jn those galleries where, in 1802, the holl
day seekers and students of many nations
gathiered for gowsip and eating and drinking,
secupations evanescent and jovial, two vast
comipanies of the ghostly dead bave since been
called in sncoession, and ranked in portraiture
before our eyes. They ocame from dusty
pooks, from garrets, or high up in rat-infested
elosets, off the walls of long-deserted rooms in
country mansions whioch onoe were all their
own in body or [n similitude; they came from
¢hambers that had been princely and full of

life for five Thundred years; from the
dinfpg-halls  of colleges which the origi-
pils  had founded or benefited, and
left them to be forgotten Ly those who eat
dead men's feasts, This was painted when

the sitter got the Garter, that when he or she
was married; the next was & parting gift from
a mother to Lher son, that to a wife from & lins-
band going to the wars.

Last vear, what old memories, old loves, old
hiates, old customs thronged the fancy or
chanmned the sight of the student as he hatled
Chauncer's likeness (), & copy made in former
days of that which Occleve drew from recol-
lections of his “dear master's'’ person! Hore,
in Richard 11,"" (7) was the oldest pletnre in

England, sadly manled, but still claim-
ing attention by the strange heauty of
the face—that wmarvellons triptyolh of Sir
John Donne and his lady (15) Memline

inted in Bruges while Caxton was printing
Westminster Albey—here were Hol-
bein’s piotures made in the golden age of
Henry VIIl's prime. These wore by admirn-
ble artists, and had been given to Holbein, but
were really due to his equals and forgotien
names: one among these converns all literary
folks, for it was i superb pioture of the Larl
of Burrey (121) from Knole, painted in the
Italian manner and aseribed to Holbein, but in
all probability the work of William Stretes, an
Englishman of great fame in his day. Surrey,
it is said, died for his ambition. This portrait
is ingcribed Sat superest.  Had not the words
an afterthonght
Here Philip Sidney met Algernon of his own
»ame: George DBuchanan saw James I long
after he was out of his tutelage, and had got
1o strange pasges; there was Fragcis Walsing-
ham face to face with Quesn Mary of Scotland;
Mary Beatoun (831)—a false-looking woman,
aud one of “the Queen's four Maries™ who are
incladed in the woful rhyme,
“"There was Mary Beatoun, and Mary Sekon,
And Mary Carmlchael and me,"
—met at least a dozen royal Marles, in faw of
whom could she possibly recognize her mis-
tress, go diverse were their feafures, so strange
their airs. Here was Darnley, with the silliest
face and longest legs that ever mortal saw; and
there (43) the baby King James praying at
Giod’s altar by his father’'s tomb for vengeance
on that father's murderers. Ten pictures off
hung Hobson, the Cambridge carrier, the hero
of ‘“Hobson's choice,'” whose epitaph Milton
made twice over; there Milton; there his friend
Henry Lawes, of whom Le wrote:—

“Thon honor'st verse, and verse must lend his

i

To ho:oil-glhee. the priest of Pheebus' quire,”
There was Car of Ferniherst and Deversux,
Barl of Essex, and that abandoned woman
who married {‘mt'h, and may have murlored
Overbury. Gondomar stood there with a
wolillsh laugh—he was a great wit: there Sir
Walter Ralsigh. This was the very portrait
of the Infanta Maria which led Prince Charles
on that will-o’-the-wisp dance into Bpain;
and not far off hong Henrietta of France,
whom be picked up when the wild light had
been dashed out; Buckingham the first and
Buckingham the second, Arabella Stuart, who
had that tremendously long bill for millinery,
and Anna Maria, Countess of Shrewsbury, who
beld Buckingham's horse while he killed her
kusband, as they say.

In fact, the whole history of England and
Sootland since Richard Il—civil, military,
personal, and domestic—has been illustrated
on théess walls, Last year, the pages of Frois-
sart, Monstrelet, Hollingshed, Hall, Fabyan,
the histories of Elizabeth's times, the
memoirs and diarles of James and
Chayles’ days; Grammont, D'Ewes, Bramston,

* Evelyn mz{ Pepys—this year, Pope, Walpols,
BOS'OIL Fann Enmey and a soore of others
have had da{ightfnl hght oast upon their
pages.  One might go on enumeratiog the
men and women of last year's show until
another year began, Here were Oliver's
Yeers and Charles' Knights of the Royal Oak;
these arranged themselves in groups; the cap-
tains of Henry and Elizabeth, the traitors of
King James,

1o that gathering with which we have now
10 do it is a captain of King Willlam’s who
Jeads the lne In a much-restored porirait,
being Ginkell, Earl of Athlone (1), with whom
may go Rigand's showy pictnre of Bentinck,
Earl of *Portland (5), whom the Duke of
Marlborough delighted to call “the wooden
Portland.” He certainly loocks a good deal
like & ship’s figure-head, a similitude which is
incrensed Iﬁ: action of holding out his lead-
ing-stafl. Muariborongh was the last apt man
to do this retivent goldier justice: it 1 told of
him that, being page of honor to William 11T,
and his young master suffering from smali-

%, the pustules of which did not rise, the

ootor recommended placing the givk child in
bed with another that was healthy, in order,
as it was devised, to enrry off the ppison of the
disense from the former. Benfinck volun-
teored bis life, was scoepted, took, and nenrly
died of the disease, It was ja heroio act,
which William loug remembered. It was
Bentinck who, when sliown in a French
palace Le Hrun's pletures of Louls XIV's
vistories, and asked if such conld be matched
in Eogland, replied, **No; the monuments of my
master’'s actions are to be seen anywhere
but in his own house.” He acted in the
apirit of that Romac Catholic of Willlam's

nteh Guoards, who, as Bornet tells us,
when asked how e conld ald in the enter.
prise on England, which was simed agalnst Lis
religion, answered that thix soul was God's
but his sword was the Pringe of Oflnxa‘u’.
There is & portrait of Beotinck’s young prines
here (3), which must have bean “taken abont
the time of that act of sell-sacrifice, and, in
the pallor of its skin, the hollowing of it
and other gﬂna of debility, agrees witl,
z:.'lonk of a d just recovering from a
sharp illneds. It is by Cornelius Jonson van
Cenlen, not, as the calalogue says, Ly the
more famous Corneling Jansen.  To Van
Coulen may be asoribed many of the inferior
plotures which have been attributed to his
namesake, and among them some that puzzled
students of last year's exhbibition by their
wtter variance from those of the better known

artist.

JT van Cenlen is said by Nagler to have
died lﬁ 8 date thip picture gorrects by
bearin a!mmnu the date 1057,
Will was then seven years of age; Hau-
peman paioted bim in a muok better state
#f health in the next plotare (4), which
shows him lnumar',’:m‘i hgumf 1664, 'Il:.hou
& a sharming pi of a bright-faced, bean-
ﬂll,hu.hhrmlup,ﬂ A fringe and

feashers round iis edge; this in also called
"Wnﬁr:u m" (m{, i'l".l.ho property of Harl
Hpencer, and attributed to Rembrandt. It
may be of Rembrandt’s school, but is open to
grave doubts as to being by the master; ocer-
tainly it is not & portrait of William, who was
alwaye a slokly child, -

Counecled with King Willlam is a large
group of portraits, comprising some of the
moft famons names in Burope. No. 81 gives
one of them as ‘‘John, Duke of 1-
boreugh,’" painted when e was a yonng man,
and probably wore admired for his beauty
thau his gening, Tle has a emooth, fair,
handsowe face, with dark eyes that lie noﬂ.li
under large and broad lds, a round and bol
forehead, small full mouth, and cheeks with
an oval outline; altogether more like a carpot.
knight than a great conqueror, if it were not
for the impress of resolution and enorgy, sell-
commund and declsion of intellect, which
distinguishes the face. Many excuses have
been made for his  tergiversation and
duplicity; of these the best that cau be
made is that his consistency was with himself
in self-poeking. Of this characteristic one
fancles slgne even in thig handsome face,
but neither there mor im that other like-
ness (87), by Kneller, is any mark of that ex-
truerdinary parsimony which “oropped ont”
fn the strangest way. Congeive such a man,
when in the career of victory and dictating
peace to France, writing thus to his Dachess:—
“You must let the Lord Treasurer know that
gince the Queen (Anne) came to the crown, I
have not bad either a canopy or & ohair of
state, which now of necegsity 1 must have; so
the wardrobe should have immediate orders,
and [ beg yon will take care to have it made
80 that it may serve for part of & bed when |
have done with it here.”

“Urimstone Sprah’’ was no inapt name for
the termagant but straight-dealing wife of this
thrifty congueror—a lady who is amply repre-
gented hers by four portraits, all taken at
about one period of her life, and by Koeller.
One would like to see a ploture of herlater
appearance, when her grandson Charles,
gecond Duke of Marlborough (396), compelled
her to appear in a public conrt of jnstice In
order to the restitution of property she kept
from him.

Among this property was a sword set with
diamonds, which the Emperor gave to the fivat
Duke; in course of ber examination she
averred ihat she had retained the wedpon
“Jest he should pick out the dismonds and
pawn them,”' She kept up this indomitable
gpirit nearly to the last. Thus wrote Wal-
pole to Mason:—**0ld Marlborough is dying—
but who cantell! Last year she had laio a
greal ywhile ill, without speaking; the phy-
sicians said, ‘She must be blistered, or she
will die.! She called out, ‘I won't be blistered,
and I won't die,’ Ifshe takes {he same re-
solution now, | don’t believe she will,”" adds
the lotter-writer (December 10, 1741). She
kept her word, and lived three years longer.
Countless stories are told of her violemce and
insalence. Among these is one which we be-
lieve refers to No, 00, vepresenting her in the
fulness of womanhood, dressed !foosaly in a
white wrapper, her immense masg of long and
very fair hair dichevelled and haoging down
on ome shoulder, from which it falls to her
righit hand,

Her features are swollen, eyelids red and
heavy, and their expression is such as follows
a storm of rage and tears, We believe this
portrait was taken by order of the Duke to
commemorate ons of the most outrageous of
hor explosions, which is thuas described:—
“‘ler features and air announced nothing that
her temper did not conflrm; both together,
her beauty and tewmper, enslaved her heroio
lord. One of her prineipal charms was a pro-
digious abundance of fine fair halr. One day
at Ler toilet, in anger to him, she cnt off those
cornmanding tresses, and flung them in his
face ! Pendent to this picture, and avidently
intended to ocontrast with it, {5 another (No.
89), oie of the Lest and most pleasing of
Kueller's works., This shows her beauty to
comprise a piguante, slightly turned-up
NOEE, Lright deep-blus ayes, well-
defined, fair eyebrows, and an exnberant
bust, Closterman painted her in a family
picture, and whilst this was going on the
artist and she quarrelled so incessantly that
the Duke declared to him, *“It has given me
more trouble to reconcile my wife and you
than to fight a battler.” Another warrior’s
wile and duchess termagant of this period was
Anne (born. Clarges), Duchess of Albemarle,
Monk’s wife, of whom, when her temper was
up, that General was dreadfully afraid. Aun-
brey tells us ‘‘she was not at all handsome,
nor very cleanly.’’ Her mother was ene

' Of the fine women-barbers
That dwelt in Drury Lane.'
Uf her inflammable Grace of Marlborough it
was tartly said by the Duke of Montagu,
when Churehill praised his water-works at
Boughton, '"'They are by no means com-
parable to your Grace's fireworks.” There
was another imperions Duchess of Marl-
Dorouglh, whom Reyuolds puainted in that
fuméus family group, *‘The Marlborough
Fawily.” This lady had great reverence for
her carpets, and, while the President was at
work, took much offense at his fariouns snafl-
tukin%, the waste of which strewed tha floor,
that, losing r'atienue, ghe at last bade a ser-
vant bring a broom and shovel to remove it
teynolds, who could be conveniently deafe:
than nsual, noticed nothing until the ntensils
were produced, sud then oried, ““Let it bo, let
it be; the dust will {do more harm to my pio-
ture than the snuil to the carpet,’”” The house-
wifely lady sat on thorns until the sitting was

over, and vever forgave Sir Joshua, Ter-
wagant  Duchess  Barah’s sister  was
the Mies Jennings who married, first,
George Hawilton, famous in  Gram-

mont's *‘Meamoirs," and secondly, Richard
Talbot, James the Fecond's Duke of Tyr-
conuel. This lady is well known on acsount
of her freak with Miss Price, when, disguized
a8 orange-girls, they visited the rake Jermyn,
and by other adventures of a questionalle
gort, She died in 1708, a nun of the order of
Poor Clareg, bhaving fullen out of bed ina
bitter night of cold in har eighty-fourth year,
while her sister was alill buosily building at
Blenheim.

Here (B4) s Privos George of Denmark, o
dull & mortal that Charles II asdd he had tried
him both drunk und sober, and found nothing
in him. Ie died of excessive eating and
drinking; yet he does not look a glutton,
although his face contrasts wonderfully with
that of the pell-centred Marlborough, his
wite's great captain, and that of the other
leader, V'rince Engene (88), 8 Nitle Jewish-
looking wmap, with a long hooked nose, broad
ng«hrows, aud a small chin, Still ore does
this plelure of a lazy man contrast with
that of suother thunderbelt in war, Charles
Mordannt, Eayl of Peterboreungh (128
tho viclar of Valancla, here painted in his
old uge, and ahont am time when he was
planting peaches av Bavis Mognt Southamp-
ton-—nol long betore hie on Lis death.bed gave
10 Pope that watoh which B L :

tined for Arbuthnot (108), ?hhh;:;’:g m

besn given o Peterborough
Slnllnliu (Viotor Amadeus IT), m\hi: King of

in Pope’s will, as ‘‘that which 1 nm
wore.”” As Arbuthnot died before Pope, the

uent was inoperative,
t s w o see bow dead men's

piotoren are bonnd together. Take but a
aing’lq MFP ol this inextrioable and endless
string. at-hended, glattonons ol
Denmark was going to ﬁpaom one day in 1708,
and had a severe fit of dyepepsin. (By the way,
if he bad not eaten and drank so mugh
hydrocephalio look of that poor boy, Willlam,
Duke of Gloucester, as it appears in No. 80,
where Lis mother Queen Anne holds him at
her knee, might not have been 8o fatally large,
with gnch consequences to couuntless genera-
tiong. ) Well, & certain physieian, whom
Bwilt (140), in a letter to Btella—whose por-
trait, b l{m way, I8 not No. 142—May 10,
1712, desoribed as *a Sootch gentleman, &
friend of mine,'* chanced, much to the com-
fort of Prince George and his own benefit, to
be at Epsom on that day.

This *'Scoteh gentleman'' and physician was
Arbuthnot, and the ocoasion of Swift's letter was
the I]\ublirat.lon of the famous ‘‘History of John
Bull," a work which Swift praised prodigionaly,
48 hecame one of that wonderful ‘‘Mutual Ad-
miration Society” to which both belonged. In
due time Arbuthuot wrote to Bwifl, who, in
his turn, had published ‘“The Travels of Cap-
tain Lemuel Gulliver,”” and informed him that
Lord Searborongh (235), “who 8 no Inveéntor
of stories, told me that he fellin company with
# master of a ship who told him that e was
very well acquainted with Gulliver; but the
printer had mistaken, that he lived in Wap-
ping, nol in Rotherhithe.” To add to the
oddity of all this, it has come out since that
there really was a sea captain Galliver, who
lived somewhers by Deal in luter life, and was
probably the man about whom the ‘“‘printer
is gaid to have erred.

“Downright Shippen,’” the man among
men, whoee price Sir Robert Walpole (247,
#le. ), did not know, is here on ocanvas (222),
2 man with a black and prodigious peri-
wig, who Bgits holt upr[iht. in his oliair,
having, on a fiat face, a broad mnoze, ronnd
eyea, and singularly uplifted eyebrows—ex-
pregsive of disdain and self-reliance; a richl
characteristico picture, probably by Richardson.,
“Lord Fanny' is here in Lord Hervey (207),
of whom more presently. ‘‘Sir Richard' is
Blackmore (101), physician and ponderous
poet: Iugdell and Cibber do mot appear.

‘Cwsar,”” who ‘‘scorns the poet’s laygs,” is
George 1 (194). The exquizite and famous
lineg, that can never be too famous, by which
the poet describes his own ocondition, bear
light on “Dolingbroke’ (109), and “Peter-
borough™ (120):—
"Kuoow, all the distant din the world ean keep
Rolis o'er sy grotio, and but soothes my uleop;
There my retreat the best companions graoe,
Chiefs outof war, and statesmen out of pince,
There Bt, John mingles with my frlem}ly bowl
The fenst of reason sud Lhe flow of soul;
And Il‘:gc:\rhma lightnlng pierced the Iberlan
Now ft;rmn my quincuns, and now rauks my
vines,
Ur tames the genlug of the stubborn plain
Almost as qulckly as he conquered Spaln.”

Of Dryden, we have an Irrefutable portrait
in No. 66. It i by Kneller, the property of
Dryden’s descendant, and was given to the
gcu:t by the painter. The story is that when

ryden read some of Swift’s early poeams, he
said, “Ah ! cousin Swift, yon will never be a
poet,’’ a saying which the Iatter revenged in
the immortal ““Battle of the Books,’ whare
he certainly throws an odd light on this pic-
ture. It repregents a man in a tremendous
periwig, from within which the face peers ont,
£0 a8 almost to justify the satire in the account
of the doel between Virgil and his translator,
“The kelmet of the latter,’’ so wrote Swift,
*‘was nine times too large for the head, which
appeared sitnate far in the hinder part, like a
mounge under a canopy of state, or like a
alirtvelled bean from within the pent-honse of a
modern periwig.'” Let the shuddering reader
think of the feelings of the withered dragon,
who, when age let his natural coat of mail
hnng loose and rattling on hig vast but weak-
ened chest, heard this from the young lion of
the next geperation! How the aged heart
must have ached for the days when “Mao
Flecknoe' was written; ached for the arm’s
strength that had hewed down Docg (Settla),
cast Uy (Shadwell) into the fire, and assaulted
Shaftesbury !

Dryden and SBwift were consing on the famale
side, but Dryden’s appears to have been the
better blood; in a worldly sense there could
be no comparison. Swift was poor and never
got much for his literary labor, whereas of
‘‘Absalom and Achitophel” more ocopleg had
been sold than of auy work except ““I'he Trial
of Bacheverell’' (126).

From the hand of the Earl of Abington Dry-
den recelved the unparalleled sum of five hun.
dred guineas for his poem ‘‘Eleanora,’’ a lau-
ﬂatio{l of the Iarl’s wife—a work which, as
containing no more than thres hundred and
sevenly lines, was belter paid for than an
poem, ancient or modern. The modern maxi-
mum of & guinua a line is nothing to this; the
difference in the value of money makes the
former price” more than double, By the by,
does everybody know that Dryden’s house of
living and dying still stands—being No. 34
Gerrard street, Sohot! MHiz study was the
ground floor front room. Anotherof the men
depicted here lived close by, namely, Lord
Mohun (123), who fonght the huke of Hamil-
ton (79), so that bLoth were salain,
fought about the property of which that part
of Foho is a large section. Gerrard street took
its name from Lady Mohun's nncle, Lord Mao-
clestield, whose Litle is repregsented by Mac-
clesfield ftreet in the same district,

Dryden's face iz by no means a beantiful
one. The u(;llpur features look as if they lad
somehow lid towards the chin; the nosa is
lengthy and fleshy: there is fleshiness of
another sort about the lips; the ohin ia rather
weak; the onter corners of the eyes are higher
than their inner fellows.

Pope's will which has been already referred
to, connects us with two other legatees,
“‘]hﬂﬂt' portraite are here, the Misses
(162):—

‘The fuir-balred Mariha and Theresn brown.”

Headers will remember these ladies’ names in
conuection with Pope. The name of Jervas is
not appended to lhllrpiutnra in the catalogue,
but we bave no doubt of its having n
painted by that artist, It has, however, been

They

lount

much restored, newly painted all over. Martha
Dlount  was  Pope's  principal heiress:
to her, ‘*All the furpiture in my
grotlo, wrns In my garden, household
goods, chattels, plate, and whatever else
s not otherwise dispossd of," says his

will.  Another pioture by Jervas, who i3
known to literary men as the best BEnglish
translator of “Don Quixote,’’ iz here, and is
undoubtedly that designated in Pope's *'Epis-
tle to Mr. Jorvas.” It is Elizabbth Churchill,
Countess of Bridgewater (160), respecting
which Pope has the line,

“With Zeuxia Helen thy Bridgewator !k:h
a ridiculons piece of flattery, although prais-
ing & good snough picture, hlﬂll:‘ﬁ"
dealings with artists. painted two
wxoellent portraits of him, which are here:—
No. 186, a small work from the Fitawillism
Mugenm, Cambridge, curiously :Mm,m, <94
vrescent-shaped at. the corners O
sontorted mouth which mever full to
sccompany a deformed Dbody, and are
the wigns  of long-continued inward

; algo, No. 164, with the t's favorile,
" in lmprmd looking
kere in that evidenily

pain
and
Bpat

il e ard

characteristic action of Jeam hin  over-
welghty brain in one haud, th.ullbow resting
on a table. Thus Kneller painted hin in that
wonderfully expressive ploture, No. 146, be-
longing 1o the Rev, ‘J. Vernon Harcourt,
which was mude for Lord Harcourt. It is
rovgh in handling, E“mhbly not wholly free
from restorations, but start in the look
conveyed of A wasted face, with hollow and
lmcticali{ ]ifhhd oheeks, large luminous
eyes, glitte nﬁ in moisture, a narrow alo
forehead, an ill-formed mose, and, above all,
A too henv{. yot by no means large, oraniam.
Itis the face of an over-sensitive, irritable,
not over-refined man. He paffed Kneller as
vigorously, and with better reason than Jer-
vas was berbymed. More pathetio is this
letter to Richardson : — My r mother
is dead, I thank God her death was as
easy a8 her life was inunocent; and, ad it oost
her pol & groan, or even a sigh, there is
yet upon her countenance an expression of
Tranguillity, nay, almost of Ploasure, that it
is even amiable to behold it, It would afford
the finest image of 4 Baint expir'd that ever
I'ninting drew, and it would be the greatest
obligation which even that obliging Art could
ever bestow on a friend if you wounld come and
sketch it for me. I am sure, if there i3 no
very pravalent obstacle, you will lenve any
common business to do this: and I hope to ges
you this evening, as late as you will, or to-
morrow morning early, befores this winter
flower ia faded. I will defer her interment
until to-morrow night. | kuow you love me,
or I could not have written this, 1 could not
(at this time) haye written at all, Adien!
May you die as happlly.” (June 10, 1733,
Twickenham, Mrs. Pope died on the seventh
of this month, aged 95.)

‘Wa meant to leave Pope in this tender fit,
bt there is another note that may well follow
here. There is a letter from Pope to Swift
announcing the death of Gay, their common
friend, and containing a postscript in Arbuth-
not’s handwriting. Arbuthnot attended Gay
at his death. The letter is dated ‘‘December
b, 1732, and is thus indorsed by the Dean:—
“On my dear friend Mr, Gay's death: Re-
ceived December 15, but not read till the 20th,
by an impulse !ore{)odlng gsome misfortune.”
We have three portraits of Gay here, (173)
by Michael Dahl, (I?G{ by Hogarth, and (177)
by Richardson, as we believe, although it was
so0ld about forty-seven {earﬂ ago as a Hogarth:
it belongs to Lady Clifden,

Pope's circle is marked at large on the
walls of this colleotion. **Mary Wortley Mon-
tagu” is by his friend Richardson (237),
atall and slender young dame, with a very
amorons expression in her beantiful eyes,
and a face marvellously different from that
which Mr. Frith painted some years since
in a highly popular picture of Pope’s luckless
waooing of the %}ady. Walpole and Pope cele-
brate the dirtiness of her linen,

Richardson also painted that noble portrait
of the magnanimous surgeon, William Chesel-
den (237), who agreed to gpend the last years
of his life with the old soldiers at Chelsea, lies
buried in their graveyard, and has his grave
miserably defiled. This is & superb portrait,
worthy of n Venetian, Kneller’s bast portrait
here is of Sir Hans Sloane (231) belonging to
the Royal Society, and a bequest abount the
time when Walpole—(435, an uunamed
painter's  portrait of the witly letter-
writer is here)—wrote thui in his jesting
way:—"Bir Hans BSloane iz dead, and has
made e one of the trustees of his museum.
He valued it at fourscore thousand pounds,
and so would anybody who loved hippo-
potamuses, sharks with one ear, and spiders
as Lig as geese. It is a rent charge to kesp
the fnotuses in spirits.”’

No. 39, a blafl, kindly-faced gentleman, by
Kneller, I8 Dean’ Aldrich, of Chrisé Churoh,
the architect of All Saints’ and Peckwater,
perhaps better known as anthor of *Good,
good, indeed !'? and, “‘Hark | the bonny Clirist
Church Bells.,”* The famous Betterton, by
Kneller, is hers, in No. 67, a muoh-restored
picture; also that copy of it on which Pope’s
reputation as a painter has been founded. All
artistio friends agree that the handling of the
copy ig not due to a mere amateur, such as
Pope must have been, but shows signs of
long practice in the gquareness, firmness, and
clearn¢ss of the touches, and the brillinncy
of the coloring. Doubtless the better Partions
of this copy are by Jervas, Kneller's pupil
and Pope’s friend. The copy belongs to Lord
Mansileld, the original to Lady Delawarr, The
Beottish artist Murray—who painted, in No.
161, Willlam Dampier's glp:g face, as tawn
as if all the world’s winds had blown upon it
—was a friend of Pope. Long-headed Fletcher
of Saltoun (20) is probabl{v y M. Dahl, and
pot by Aikman—another of the good northern
portrait-painters of that day. The noblest
portrait of Newton 18 No. 33, by Kuneller, the
perfeot presentation of an inearnate intellect.

The series of Kit-Cat Clab portraits com-

rigea those that were painted by Kueller in
Hll happiest manner for Jacob Tonson (147)—
who is himsgelfl here, in a red ocap, and with a
bludl, rosy-hued, and well-fed face, a knowing
twinkle in his eye, as if he looked about at his
seminent hands'’ of the literary sel who still
gathered round him in effigy. Like Dawpler,
Lie bolds a book, but it is **Paradise Lost,” of
whioh he hought the copyright.

Iere is Steele (111), *a short-faced gentls-
man,'” very handsome, and with & most genial
look; and here is Addison’s (1 Ibf most gentle-
mauly countenance, Congreve (116) is a little
supercilions in hig exﬁ;esaion, and partly tarns
““?’ from us; Bir John Vanbrugh (112) looks
really the able man he was, much less heavily
featured than folks think. The Marquis of
Wharton (118) waes Addison’s patron, sup-
posed author of “Lilliburlero,’” the famous
anti-Jacobite song. The portrnil. (13?? of the
fat man, with (lt.-ec{.\ pock-marks, s swelled nose,
and a napkin tied round his head, is not that
of Kit-Cat himself, the pastry cook st whose
house the gplendid company of wits and bards
originally met. It is by Kneller, as the onta-
logue says, but i koown, by a print by A,
Miller, 1739, to represent Le Bao?x, a tavern-
keoper, with a glass of wive in Lis hand, Worat
of all among the errors, that large ploture which
many must have noticed as “Members of the
Kit-Cat Club" (1456), belonging to Baroness
Windsor, represents some Dutoh gentlemen
taking tes, and ia not by Kuneller at all. An-
otLer pictore caught every eye, and wus re-

rted to_be by Hogarth—No. 220, ‘“Bisho
Tooper,* belonging to Christ Chureh, Oxford;
bat, by (. White’s engraving, 1728, this is
known to be by T, Hill, a very able portrait
painter, The so-called “‘Captain Coram®
(341), by Hogarth, is really Mr. Porter.
“Sarah Malcolm” (370), although by Hogarth,
is mot his portrait of thiat murderess,

The lady in the hood, sud with enger, hard
%rey eyes, and rather oruel expression

i08), was once the ‘“beautiful Moll
Lepel,"” who married Lord Hervey (207

— “‘Sporus, that thin white M‘
Tk Ity sate. bor L CARY 4

says Walpols,

ui.longar as an oficer in the army.
fore we dismiks the memory-wealthy circle
of Kneller and his contemror lot usreturn

10 Neo. 08, the Royal Bociety's portrait of Sir

Joseph Willismson, by Koeller, and remind tie
resder that it was be who received that famous
c&‘me from the Countess of Pembroke—
whose portrait was hore last year; a resolnte
lgoking Mitle woman—when ressed lLer
about the nomination of a ocourtier for the
borough of Appleby:—*'1 have been Wullied
by an usurper, neglected by a conrt, but [
won't be dictated to a subject; your man
sha'n’t stand, Ann Dorset, Pembroke, and
Montgomery,” But just look at “Edward
Hyde, Earl of Clarendon, Governor of New
York™ (130). It shows a dreadfully ugly
male mortal in o woman's dress, with & fan in
his band, a long-bodled gown, and & famale's
chp on, The o ginal was the grandson of no
lens n person than the great minister Claren-
don. To auch degradation did he come that
this an“ represents one of his follies in ap-
praring thus dressed before the New Yorkers
1o represent Queen Anne in proper psrson. He
seernk to have been half orazy.

We ocom now upon another class of per-
fons. In No, 270 we haye George 11, a Rtall-
length by Kueller, and oddly illusirating M,
Carlyle's desoription of him as always show-
ing ome of his little legs, putting it forward to
be noticed; rather an fmpudent than a heavy-
looking man, but most happy in gelf-satisfac-
tion. In No. 2060 we have, thanks to Vandar-
bank, George's better-looking wife, a
bright-faced woman with very falr hair,
dressed in velvet, ropes of gilk, laoe,
and the rest of such thiogs, which s as
hideons but not so splendid as that of Queen
Elizabeth herself, who was really a woful
dresser, Trom Augusta, Princess of Wales
(264, by Vanloo), in unbappy combination
with Frederick Lewis, son of George I (277,
by Amiconiz, were derived the trunmpeter’'s
cheeks, sloping forehead, weak chin, and nar-
row-fronted skull of George I1I, who in Van-
loo's picture is seated with his mother, and
although a mere baby, is yet almost comivall
like his mother, and still more like himself
when grown to manhood.

That portrait of Frederick Lewis, Prince of
Wales, by Amiconi (277), is worth writing
abont, if it were only to show what imbecile
creatures bave sometimes the misfortune to
be influential in this world. There he sits,
the bean ideal of a pelit maitre, shaved smug
as a new deal-board. A tight and rather
small whitish wig goes fairly with his very fair,
almost white, eyebrows and lashes; the cheeks
are plump and full, the eyes without a sign of
mind in them. Here what they thought of him
in his own days, and in his own house:—*0ld
Lady Gower carried a niece to Leicester Fields
{where the prince resided) the other day, to
resent her; the girl trembled—she pushed
Rur. "What are you afraid of? Don't you
geo that musical clock? Can yon be afraid of
o man that has a musioal clock?””? Let us
hope the damsel took heart and faced the dap-
per prince with the fair eyelashes. When
this wan died, the people lamented that -t
had mnot been his brother the Duke of
Conmberland, victor at Culloden, whom, not
only for his cruelties at that time,
but also on account of hig appearance
(he looks like a great equab of flash, and fat,
and blood) men called “the Butcher,”” *Oh ]
that it were but the Butcher!'’ was the ory on
'Change when they heard Frederick Lewis was
dead. Iere is the fat Duke on horseback, a
very greasy, sasguinary-looking mortal (%i),
with Lord Cathoart, his aid amp, ridin
behind, and showing on his cheek that blm-g
pateh of which he was so proud, because it
covered the hole made by the bullet of Fon-
tenoy, It appears nEnin in 208, the present
Lord Catheart’s superbly toned portrait of his
ancestor by Reynolds. Reynolds also ted
‘“‘the Butcher” in a “‘whole-length" (318)—one
of the most masculine of his many masouline
ﬁiumras, wherein, with consummate art, he

as refined upon that which seemed unre-
finable,

The Duke of Cumberland’s portraits are not
the ouly illnstrations of the *“’45" present
bhere, This is no less & person than “Simon
Fraser, Lord Lovat" (320), the half-French
Scotchman of evil fame, the very plotnre
which Hogarth painted at St, Albans, whither
he was taken to meet the captured }:llghland
fox, in order that he might paint his unloyvely
countenance. When Hogarth came to his
gitter's room Lovat jomped up and kissed
Lim; and, while he sat, he counted on his fin-
ors, a8 this picture shows, the names and
orces of the revolted clans,  'While Lovat was
going to trial, a woman looked into the coach,
and gaid, “You ugly old dog, don't you think
{{ou will have that frightful head cut off {’

@ replied, ““You ugly old , 1 belisve 1
shall,” After mavy doubles, shifts, and
gehemed which put one in mind of the death
of that creature with which he has been most
frequently compared, he went to exeoution
bravely, and was *‘despatched at a hlow.” No
performer in that sad drama of the * '45'! has
a stronger bold upon “many memories than
Flora Macdonald, whose portrait Is here (312),
frgm the hands of Allan Ramaay, son of “‘the
Gentle Shepherd;” a very eurious and inter-
esting ploture, gnite other in the features it
represents than that sentimental heroine who
g0 commonly appesrs in pictures. Being dated
1749, it showe lher when the Dbloom of lassie.
hood had passed away, leaving the expression
of an extraordiparily resolute will in hard-sst
grey eyes, inflexible-looking lips, and cheeks
that had begun to wither. It is a most striking
face, bitter, resentful, soured, and with all its
intensity, narrow in look. The other “Flora
Macdonald,'" by Hudson (314), is the piotnre
of a round-faced young English lady ,Of Allan
Ramsgay as a painter we have Walpole's rather
superfluons testimony in a letter to Bir David
Dalrymple:—*1 have disoovered another very
agreeable writer among {our eountrymen,
and in a profesaion where I did not look for
an author; it is Mr. Ramsay the painter, whosa
feces belog anonymous, have been over-
ooked. He and My, Reynolds arb our favorite
painters, and two of the very best we have
ever hnd.”” He adds that [ ey painted
women better than Reymolds, bat can hardly
have been ginoere in qung 80, It was not a
woman that Ramsay painted when he gave us
this David Hume (No, 370).

Readers of “Boswell's Jolinson" remsmber
that capital story about one Bet Flint, who, s
the Dootor with great glee told, “wrote her
own life in verse, which she brought to me,
wishing 1 would farnish her with a preface to
it. I nsedto say to her that she was gene.
rally slut and drunkard, occasionally whore
?nd thiief, inﬂlw hld,h_h;wmr, ﬁml lodg-
vge, & spinel on whio p & A
Loy that walked before her chair, Pm‘:n%ot
was taken up on a charge of stealing a conn-
I.L'I'EIIIO and tried at the Old y. The
Ohlef Justice Willes, who loved & wenah,
summed ug favorably, and she was acquitted,
After which Bet sald, with a gay and satisfled
air, ‘Now that the coun is my own, I
shall m;kear:ﬂaut of it.”!"" Bet Flint 1s
not here; but her clement judge is—No. 254'
“8ir John Willis, Kuight, Lord Chief Justioe,’
painted by Huadson., John Wilkes (s also
gt by zmm'qud'ﬁ 76 Bartn

0 Yy . 9. 4 An
gter;u !E:‘md.n: ol"old It ghows

en ohnson's employer
woll known as the worﬁm
Gate, Clerkenwell, of whom it was sald he
never looked out of window but with & view
10 the Gentleman’s i

What & wealth of Beynoldses in this Rxhi-

Litiom, and how in some of these portraits by
the greay rnlntar, he hing enabled us to see the
features of a foew of that wondrous group of
men whom he knew and loved | One ean but
run over names here; nothing more. Hare is
Beattie (656), with the Angel of Truth behind
him, disposing of Voltaire; here is Goldsmith
(002); bere is Fox (763); and here ix Gibbon
(667 )-~Reynolds’ Gibbon, and very different
from Romney's, which Is next (L,

It was this pfutnra which, Rogers tells us,
Fox saw at Lausanne, {n these ol roumstances:
—4Gibbon talked a great walking

and down the room, and generally
sentences with a genitive oase; every mow and
then, too, cantlng a look of complacenay at his
own portrait by Sir Joshua Reynolds, which
hung over the chimney-piece; that wonderfal
porirait in which, while the oddness and val-
garity of the features are reflned away, the like-
ness in preserved.” Lastly, we have Jolm-
gon himsell by Reynolds in no fewer than five
verslons, some looklug as if he were bullying
a Lishop, others looking as if Le were praising
Hodge, his cat—*‘for whom he used frequently
to go out and buy oysters, lest the servants,
baving that trouble, should take a disliks to
the poor creature.” Boswell, who did not
like cats, guffered a good deal from ra.
We really believe he was jealous of the pet.
He states, *'I recollect him one day soramblin
up Dr. Johneon's breast, ap arently wit
much satisfaction, while wy friend, smi
and half whistling, rabbed down his back ax
Etlilml him by the tail, and, when 1 observed
@ was & fine cat, saying, ‘Why, yes, sir, but
I have had cats wan | lﬁzked better than this;?
and then, as if gerueiving Hodge to be out of
conntevance, adding, ‘but he i a very fine
cat, . very fine eat, indeed.” " We balieve there
is no pioture of this Hodge, or any of his pre-
decessors, except that which Boswell thus
painted in words,

Johnson, when tending towards the grava,
wrote to Reynolds ‘in this ineffiably yearning
way:—"Write, do write to me now and then,
We are now old acquaintances, and perhaps
few people have Hved so muoh and so long
together with less cause of complaint on either
side. The retrogpection of Lh!’a is very plea-
sant, and I hope we shall never think on each
other with less kindoess.”” It i8 evident he
rejoices in this. Has any one noticed Johnson's
delicately tender request, made on his deaths
bed, that Reynolds would forgive him thirty

onnds he had borrowed? It seems as if he
onged to take a kinduess into the grave to
warm it. He left to Bir Joshua ‘‘my own cop
of my folio English’ Dictionary of the last revz-
sion.’”” This was his magnus opus, the nearest
to his heart. Mr. Christie, the auctioneer,
liret of the name, whose portrait by Gainsbo-
rough is here (793), sold Dr. Johnsou’s library
of about five thousand volnmes; it fetched no
more than £247 0s.—Macmillan's Magazine.

STEAM ENCINE PACKING.

The modern and extremely popular packing, called
MILLER'S LUBRICATIVE,
oR
SOAP-STONE PACKING,

Has nlready hean adopted over 20,000 Locomotive
nnd Btatlenary Eogines, and 15 beyond guestion the
easlest mpplied, the most durable, the cheapent, and
wenrs the machinuery the least of any engina
prcking yot lntrodoced, It s e to burn or
cut, does not ulre oll, aod there ls waste In the
nae, s it s made of all sizea to suit the boxes,

lhg lueh'etahln tdlnmeuu;i All pu:llog? ll}u R

o uRe of the stenm engine are partlonlariy reques

to glve this king s trinl. A lberal dcount wiil

be made W dealers,
M. C.SADLER,

NO.GAD ARCH STREET, PHILA.

"~ Role Agent for Pennaylvania Dalaware,
Heo oo niul.ﬁ-lu lu?lm'lr:E i e i

O¥¥I1CE OF THE BUPERINTENDENT OF MOTIVE I

Powsn axn MACHINEBY, Exie RaILway

NEw Yo, Sapt. 23, 1604,
My DEAr Bini—In reply to your Inquiries in relie
tion Lo the comparstive economy of Hemp P ng
88 compared with Lubricatiog’ Packing, T w‘l‘fluuﬁ

that Hemp Plcklnsi. AL nn average cont of20 centa
ound, consts s 2310 mills per mile run, while tha
ubricating Packing costs, at mn average cost of
#12 2 oents per 1pmtm!. 11-10 mill per mile run,. We
ropose (o u{_e t!exfiuhlvel? for sll Steam Stofng
QXL Wry Lruly yours,
H. G, BROOKS, Supt, M, P, & M,

P, 8.~The popular

HMYDBAVLIC PACKING,

Adrpted to cold-water pumps, a mude
the Il’.ubrlmtlvu Pnoklog, but oingl m:"ﬁi{:ﬁ.‘?
will be furnlsbed prompely mny from %5 to 4

Inclies, and will be found dole pim
"y 41 niuth 2a12p A WipericeAtiiale g vampe.

FURNISHING GOODS, SHIRTS, &0,

ERINO UNDERWEAR IN
rioty, for snle nt GREAT Va.
HOFMANN'S HOSIERY STORE,
Her}:u gn&arw:r ‘l:: Gents,
erino Underwesr
Herlno Underwenr for K&Eﬂ&
Merino Underwony tor Migwes,
Meripo Underwenr for Ladles,
Merino Hose for Ladies,
Merino Hone for Minses,
Merino Hose lue Youths,
Merino Howe for Infuntss
Merino Hose for Genla,
All~wool Snjrta, whita, for Genias,
All-'wool Shirte, searlet, for Genta,
All-wool Bhirts, grey mixed,
All-wool Bhirts, bine mixed,

All Lhe above, of superior qualities, for sale o
HOFMANN'SE HOSIERY RIORE,
35 tuthiad Ko, 0 North BEIGHTH Street,

J., W. SCOTT & C©O.,
SHIRT MANUFACTURERS,

AND DREALERN IN
MEN'R FURNISHING @0o0DS
NO, 514 CHESNTUT STREET,
FOUR DUOORS BELOW THR VOONTINENTAL,

bXrp FPHILADRLPHIA,
P ATENT SHOULDER-SEAM
AHIERT MANUFAUTORY,

ANDGENTLEMENS FURNINHING STORN
PERVECT FITTING SHIRTS AND DRAWHRRS

mads (rom eamireinent &l L notloe,
ALY ot ariclen o GENTLEMEN S DRy
WINCHESTER & o0,
No, 76 CHESNUT Stroet

SADDLERY, HARNESS, &e,
JHE UNPRECEDENTED BUCCKSS OF THE

NEW (HESNUT ATREET (NO. 1816),

1

BADDLERY, HARNESSH, AND RORSE.
IFURNIMHING GO0DS MOUNR
oy

LACEY, MEEKER & CO,,

s attributable o the following factsimm

They are very ntientlye to the wants oftbelr cus-
o ers,

They are astinfied with ¥ fulr business progs,

They sell goods only op thelr own mer]ta,

They guarnnies every sirap lu sll harness they sald «
over #0, Lhe tault of the purcheser only who doss vob
gob What bie Is guaranteed and paid fox, '

Thelr goodn are 25 ohunper '
bought alsewhers, e . 1hra o4 'i
They have chitaper aud Ouer goods Wisn ¢an be
beught in the olly, - -
They have ol rgoet and most complete stook 1oy

Fhiladelphin, 0y
All Harness over §5 aro “band-made.’
Husness from fis 1o i 1
_mml
LACEY, MEEKER & cCo.,
EREETE e, 1910 VNESNUY FTRERT,.




